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PREFACE 


Often I have had unconscious intercourse with the writings of 
Late Kantakavi Laxmikanta Mahapatra, especially his 
celebrated work 'Jeevana Sangeeta’. I heard about the poet in 
my childhood from my father who used to speak about him 
and his devoted wife before mother. I got a chance to read his 
works when I became a student of Ramnarayan High School, 
Dolsahi, adjacent to the poet's village, Talapada. By that time 
it was a reputed High School producing brilliant scholars and 
regularly holding seminars and discussions on different Oriya 
poets and patriots, Kantakavi being invariably one of them. 
Every year, on the death anniversary of the poet, literary 
meetings used to be held, both at our school and in his village. 
I was taking active part in those functions and it was a great 
attraction for me. 


On matriculating from Ramnarayan High School, 
Dolsahi, I became a student of Bhadrak College. There I made 
the first attempt to translate Jeevana Sangeeta of the poet into 
English. By that time I was a Second Year Arts student. I owed 
my maiden inspiration to Prof. Trilochan Misra, then my 
Principal. When 1 unfolded my mind to the poet's worthy son, 
Shri Nityananda Mahapatra, he laughed and said, "Do you 
understand it ?”. 1 became disappointed and came back. 


Now, at this stage of life, having written a few books, 
when I make an attempt at Jeevana Sangeeta, 1 feel the writer 
son of the poet was right. I fail to grasp the sublime emotions 
of the poet and to give them expression with my inferior words. 


] feel Jeevana Sangeeta of Kantakavi Laxmikanta 
Mahapatra is in no way inferior tothe Geetanjali of the Nobel 
Laureate Vishwakavi Rabindranath Tagore. The purpose 
behind my translation of this ceiebrated work of the poet into 
English is to popularise him at the national and international 
levels. I hope, readers will appreciate this work although the 
translation as usual is bound to fall short of the original. 


Author 
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: Eternal Spring of the Nectar : 


Kantakabi Lakshmikanta Mohapatra was a versatile 
genius who has left behind his immortal footprints in various 
fields of literature such as drama, poetry, parody, short stories, 
novels and tyrics.Undoubtedly his predominant preoccupation 
was music and songs. His masterpiece titled "Jeevan 
Sangeeta" was translated into English by the poet himself 
during his life time; although published by Kantakabi 
Centenary Celebration Committee in 1988. The poet has 
described these songs as “Washed with many a tear of long 
and wakeful nights and bearing many a sigh of despair". These 
songs are but the outburst of his soul set down with his heart 
blood. These songs are a source of peace and solace. It is 
needless to say that these songs are his life's eternal spring of 
nectar. 

Each and every word of these songs vibrates in the heart 
of his ardent fans. In true sense these are the songs of the 
Soul. Some songs of "Jeevan Sangeeta" have carved out a 
niche in many hearts through films, theatres and other mass 
media. It is to the credit of Sti Biswanath Mallick who 
rendered English translation of these songs entitled, "Psalms 
of Life," I sincerely hope that this book will receive the love 
and attention of the readers who don't have the opportunity 
to read the original one. Sti Mallick has attempted to capture 
the originality as much as possible though it is not an easy 
task. 

I wish him all success in his endeavour. 

R.N. Senapati. 
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[1] 
AT TITY FEET 


The heart-rending note 
written with the blood of my heart, 
washed with tears 
over many a prolonged sleepless night, 
many hot sighs and lots of frustration— 
this is my Jone companion, near and dear. 


One by one its calm modulation 
keeps reserved for me great consolation, 
peace, contentment and elixir of comfort— 

that's my life's everflowing spring of nectar. 
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Waiting for him, keeping open 
the door of my heart, 
as if "He is just coming”, 
| sit watchful day and night. 


Sometimes | become alert 
at the soft sound of his feet; 
and sitting in vain with bereaved heart 
share a long protracted pain. 


But, ail these pains are packed 
with much peace and comfort; 
those anxieties bring to life 
pangs of many a separation. 


All those spells to me are ever-desired, 
and all those hopes are ever-aspired; 
in this meditation, I'If be ever engrossed 
leaving all the bondage of the mundane world. 
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[3} 
if 


Your vibration on the string of my harp 
raises ever new notes day and night. 


| know not how to play on the harp; 
only ! retain it with much care. 
Sometimes its magical touch 
absorbs my heart. 


Sometimes rises ‘Megha'* inducing pitch dark clouds 
and lightning flickers restless; 
sometimes the heart thrills in joy 
with the tune ‘Vasanta' 
to its wafting modulation and pause. 


‘Lalita’ and ‘Kamodr in despair lament, 
‘Asavari's' hopes die in the heart; 
then floats adrift this listless heart of mine, 


beyond the ocean of some unknown tune. 


Megha, Vasanta, Lalita, Kamodi and ASavacri ace the well-known tunes of Indian classical music. 
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[4] 
Il 


Who to-day in my mind's arbour 
mildly blows the flute ? 
Whose image is conjured from the iunes 
charming and sweet ? 


In my heart's recess, the rapturous pipe 
in slow and mild sounds 
thrills out new strange tunes 
in ever new rhymes. 


To-day my heart at the pipe's tune 
gets mad with anxiety new. 
Drifts away this enthralled fife 
to the land lying under his feet. 
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[51 
IV 


Who calls from that side of the river 
at intervals, in such sweet manner ? 
That faint known voice, as if heard 
many a life before. 


Hiding from where does he call ? 
| understand not his broken tune; 
| know not crossing over which cave, 
swimming over which lone ocean it comes. 


Wave after wave 
comes suppressed that depressed voice, 
as if a child from the deepest region 
is calling in a lisping tone. 


Absorbs the entire body that tune 

and brings thrill to the inner self, 

restless becomes the ebbing life, 
to take shetter in his home. 
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[6] 
V 


| tried but could not see 
who peeped in at the window. 
Surprised he looked, then vanished away 
into the land of dream like a shadow. 


| know not why | came to my wit's end. 
Out of shame my eyes became closed. 
Said he not for what he came hiding 
at the night's end. 


At times seems he someone known. 
Forgotten songs are rhymed again, 
not So clear, whether of pleasure or pain, 
but resound the rythms in my inmost region. 
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[7] 
VI 


Who went away touching my door ? 
Opening, | see him there no more. 


Whoever you may be, with what hope you came, 
what work you had with me ? 
Wait a while then, let me come. 
Take me with you as a friend. 


Why went you back if you came, 
couldn't you wait till | came ? 
You might not have gone far, 
for there your flute's sound | hear. 
Absorb my life with that flute's sound. 
O make me restless and make me mad. 
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[8} 
VI 


O my ever-desired one, 
Spread | have this bed of union 
with entire life's hope and despair, 
having stored it in proper care. 


in maddening moonlight 
runs anxious this frenzied life 

toward your blissful feet. 

Will this honeymoon night 
be bereft of your sweet touch ? 


Lonely in the bed of flowers 
with lips on lips, chest on chest 
and eyes at eyes, I'!l tell thee a bit 
the untold story of many a life. 
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[93 
VI 


Throw open your shui-up door. 
For a moment I've come, 
giving a news away Ii go. 


I'm not a guest, fear no more. 
My home lies over the world entire; 
collecting all the burdens of others, 

and carrying them ! ever wander. 


Why in vain impell me more ? 
Time I've not to sit a moment, 
I'll come myself, when time proper comes 
deliberately forcing my way into yours. 
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[16] 
IX 


Come he did at the dead of night; 
for him | was anxious lying awake. 


My mind | couldn't reveal, 

the dream died in dream. 

Alas ! could I've seen him 
to my eyes’ content ! 


All my worships unfinished remain, 


my eyes carry his image though; 
I've kept in care only the stale flowers. 
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[11] 
xX 


Come, 
crowding my empty cottage 
glorifying my life futile. 


Lone !'m rowing 
this fragile boat. 
Come, 
crushing all my misery. 


in the dark | reside, 
interned behind the closed door 
Come, 
making me free from all shackles. 
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[12] 
XI 


He went back in despair 
silently waiting in vain; 
uttered he not a single word 
framed to please one's mind. 


For him | waited anxious, 
watchful in sleep the night entire. 
1 know not why at the end of night 
sleep absorbed my wearied eyes. 


Calmly he went back 


keeping his worries under my bed; 
the dull wind is filled with his sighs. 
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[13] 
XI 


isn’t your mind's desire fulfilled 
putting me to this worst despair ? 
Still you drag me on by the hair. 


It's your sport but my doom. 
How long shall | remain as such ? 
To you does it matter 
when in trouble there's some other 
not owned by you ? 

But pursuing up 
I’ve found you as my groom. 
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[141 
XIII 


Even once before my eyes you didn’{ appear. 
Waiting for you eager day and night, 
in my eyes never dry the ceaseless tears. 


Where from and in which shape you come, 
in which shape you remain, 
whereto you go in the wink of an eye — 
Than such utter distress better is your absence, 
heart's agonies suppressed die in heart. 
Nipped in the bud are many flowers. 
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[15] 
XIV 


Seen him not in eyes I've, 
but felt him through the senses. 
Since the day | knew him 
I've laid down this life at his feet. 


Never does he come in daylight, 
comes he quiet in dream's delight. 
His thought, his love, his charm, his spell 
have absorbed all my life and mind. 


Brooding over him, day and night 
died I've myself inside, 
blindly surrendered to him my heart 
being careless of the result. 
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{16 j 
XV 


By mistake for a day even 
you have never gianced at me, 
but for you anxious |'ve been waiting. 
You need me never 
although I'm with you 
day and night ever. 


Careless you wander 
Jeaping hither and thither, 
merrily you play with cheerful laughter. 
All your sorrows, wants and burdens 
on my head | bear. 


Pleasures have | no sweeter 
than all your wants and problems. 
Borne F'yve in my breast, 
all your troubles and all your problems. 
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[17} 
XVI 


Who has cunningly snatched me 
where and what for ? 
Feel f his pul! 
though not able to see. 


Sometimes he lifts me up, 
sometimes rolls me on the ground, 
sometimes he walks in slow steps, 

sometimes runs in speed. 


Always he holds my hand 
and always is with me 
But, not able to hold on 
] search for him in the entire world. 


Why and where he is taking me 
nothing do | know; 
what charm has he cast over me 
that | have become mad after him. 
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[18] 
XVII 


Tell me not any more of him, 
let this life end for him. 
Say, with what hopes shall { go to him 
when he takes alf revenge on me. 
Let this life end for him. 


If, prayer makes him understand 
the agony of my life, 
at his feet | would break my head. 
No part of prayer is left unsaid, 
of praying l've become tired, 
let me stop, and stop it here. 
Let this life end for him. 
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[19] 
XVIII 


What use brooding further, 
has it not happened what was to happen ? 
Completed are ali the worldly actings, 
and the raft has sunken. 
Why should | delay, 
and for what further pleasure ? 


Ali my strength and complacence 
are broken into pieces 
and died in mind ail my mind's desires; 
all is finished 
and with the ravaged boat 
I'am waiting ready for that day to come. 
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[26] 
XIX 


He is not new, he is not. 
As the God of my life 
he is lodged in my heart. 


Over many a life, I've held him hidden 
stringing garlands for him in my inner soul, 


and to that tune I've bound his heart. 


With what pleasures, hopes and silent words 
with what tears is his memory washed ! 
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[21]; 
XX 


OC handsome, ever handsome, 
new forever, the abode of love, 
embodiment of dense pleasure ! 


Day and night thy pious touch 

brings to fife new happiness; 

music of thine pours into life 
the shower of sweet nectar forever. 


Sometime out and sometime in 
sometime far and sometime near, 
sometime in ether and sometime in water 
the image of thine appears ever. 


O thou clean, clear and sweet, 
bonny, bewitching, calm and quiet; 
all those graces abounding 
come ever spreading fast into my life. 
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[22] 
XXI 


Affliction has grown more and more. 
About your household my mind is no more. 


On you one who relies 
in harassment he dies, 
{ could know, your words are simply mind-deluding. 


Tell not before me the cunning tales, 
failed on me have your charming words. 


What was to happen has happened. 


How much love you have has come to be known. 
Beseech you, please let me go. 
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[23] 
XXII 


Now, take to your own path 
when ended are all the pleasures. 
Why fear any more 
when all the hopes have melted ? 


Making penance through life entire, 
burying alive all the desires, 
when all work is over 
and the house is gutted in fire. 


When from the fading eyes 
has vanished the last ray of light, 
when from the ravaged cottage of heart 
the candle of hope has died,. 


Then for whom anxious do you wait ? 
for you, what more is left ? 
Now for a good journey prepare; 
the welcome invitation comes from there. 
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[24] 
XXII 


My house has collapsed, 
that | adorned in care. 
Those ! thought near and dear, 
have met their fate. 


{All I've has come to an end.) 
{Kith, wealth, hopes, aspirations) 

No wealth, only anger, greed and desire, 
No Kin, but temptation, agony and care, 
No rank only pride of position 
Have overcome the mind. 


(Thought { the entire world was mine,) 
(boasting of my own pride,} 
all has gone, only tears 
have come as the riches of my life. 
I'm about to bid adieu, O Lord ! 
dedicating those at thy noble feet. 


{Hopes | bear no more.) 
{Let thy gifts be with you.} 
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{25 ] 
XXIV 


Drifts away my broken boat 
with what aim to which unknown land ! 


The sun is going to set; 
the shore is far beyond vision. 
In the dark will mingle the listtess mind. 


Waves, endless waves come dashing on; 
will this damaged boat sink ! 
No body to help, | see none; 
alone t'am rowing on and on. 
(Only) a star is peeping in the corner of the heavens. 
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[26] 
XXV 


O ! My mad tunes, 
Why do you wander humming and humming ? 
Broken I've my harp 
and snapped its strings. 


At this pious moment of dawn 
the heart-rending note 
of the kajalapati bird 
overflows the sky. 


Fly away O ! mad tunes 
through the wind drenched with dew 
beyond the clouds 
where dazzles your home. 


Dusts of vermillion are scattered out 
through cracks in the clouds 
and ashy has become the moon's bright face. 


All my chores are finished here, 
to-day is our last meeting; 
Ready I've got myself 
alone to set out afar. 
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[271 
XXXVI 


To-day is destroyed my heart's jubilation, 
the moonlight is there no more. 

Life absorbed in luxurious spell, 
engrossed in moody and calm slumber, 
hundreds of blossomed smiling flowers, 

all are destroyed, nothing left over. 


Rythms of drums modulated 

The delightfully brightened firmament 
is shrouded in darkness dense; 
ever new cadences, eloquent rhythms 
and all my frenzied acrobatic dance 
have come to an end; 
and silently ring 
the harp strings of my heart. 
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[28] 
XXVIII 


What deep and solid music 
waves over the senseless sky 
drenched with grave solitude ! 


Calm horizon, earth in slumber 
quiet, asleep, solitary path. 
Deep is the night 
Awake, O pilgrim ! 
of endless path. 

Let your boat float 
over the dark deep ocean. 
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129] 
XVII 


Come, O my dearest Death ! 
quitting all spells and ties. 
Come and burgeon a new world 
in my blind eyes. 


Friend in miseries alone you are, 
to me as you there's none So dear. 
Come, companion, 

Out of my bereaved life 
removing all distress. 


Bring, with a lot of comfort, 
boundless showers of relief; 
empty the whole pot of nectar, 
pour ceasless pleasure. 


To my ravaged inner heart, 
give once your golden touch 
repeating the new note of a new spring 
in my renewed life. 
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[30] 
XXIX 


Why smells out the fragrance 
when withered is the flower ? 
Why blazes out the heat 
when the flame is extinguished ? 


When the sun on the other side of the hill 
has set in the evening dark, 
tell me why in the western sky 
oozes out the radiant colour ? 


Why from the south blow the breezes 
when Spring has already departed ? 
Why are there gloom and despair 
when the heart is already burnt ? 


Broken is the harp and broken are its strings; 
why then, humming are its dead tunes ? 
For whom lowers down the branch, 
when shed are the fruits ? 

Why is there so much crowd 
when the market is already over ? 
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[31} 
XXX 


Come once, O Lord of my life ! 
come to-day, at my life's end. 
At these last hours of mine, O Omniscient ! 
appear at my heart's door. 


With eyes impatient | am looking 
for your calm approach, 
before you to surrender 

all the pains and pleasures of mine. 


Come Honey, come Handsome, 
the Full-moon of my heart's sky, 
with a touch of the light from your feet 
Let me set sail beyond the ocean of Death. 
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[32 } 
XXXII 


Come you in Sound and touch, 
form, smell and taste 
everyday anew, in renewed rhymes and rythms 
raising modulations in the flute of life, 
singing soft and sweet. 


Shines your grace in my tears, 
springs your glory in all my smiles, 
present you are in all my pains 
and all my pleasures, 
filling all my thoughts 
and packed in all my deeds. 
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[33] 
XXXII 


Rising are the sweet rhymes 

enlightening the entire world; 

blows the sweet soft breeze 
vibrating the world and the sky. 


The charming moon thrills in laughter 
sitting in the lap of the clouds, 
shedding from its body in pleasure 
drops of sweet nectar. 


Come, O Friend ! this gentle night, 
the flute of union has started singing; 
the intoxicating Bakula smell 
has made restless this thirtsy life. 
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[34 ] 
XXXIH 


Aspiring for the departed Love, 
a guest new has come hiding 
to the door of my empty cottage. 


Tired he is coming from far-off land 
overcoming separation long 
with aggrieved, heart. 


I'll wash his feet with tears of my eyes 
and wipe them dry with my cheeks; 
I'll set him on the fringe of my cloth 
and adore him mindfully 
with the blossoming agonies of my heart. 
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[35] 
XXXIV 


Companion he is mine 
of so many births; 
he's the crystal moon 
in the autumnal sky of my heart. 
{This is the go of the world:} 
{he belongs to me, and | to him) 
(clasped in life and death,) 
{tagged soul to soul.) 


Leaving me alone, 
in what recess did he hide ? 
But appears now, causing flow tide in my heart. 
{! know him long since.) 
(His face heart-rending) 
{seems to be known.) 


Life hangs heavy with me 
waiting for him expectantly, 
preserving his memory sweet. 
Day ends not, thinking of him 
with eyes brimming in tears; 
{unforgettable his shape,} 
(tied to my heart-string,) 
{again and again appears bright.) 
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[36 } 
XXXV 


From time to time you come in my life 
in dream, slumber and vision. 
At dawn and dusk, night and day, 
in light, darkness, water and Sky, 
sometimes far, and sometimes near. 


in pleasure and pain, union and separation, 
in plenty and poverty, cottage and palace. 
Pour you nectar in my ear 
In and out, in crowd and solitude, 
pleasure and anger, in life and death, 
You are ever present, 
in grace and disgrace. 
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[371 
XXXVI 


What banner of glory wili you unfurt 
depriving me of ali ? 
All you've taken away, 
whatever you gave; 
what more is left to be withdrawn ? 


Runs to you one who aspires 
for worldly gains. 
How will you threaten him 
whose hopes are all shattered ? 


I've seen through your tricks 
being deceived again and again. 
Have you planned 
to mislead me at the crossroads 
humiliating before all ? 


Abandoned I've all the cares 
to ward off your spell. 
With what guile will you delude one 
already free from the worldly ties ? 


You beckon me unto you 
only to enjoy my disgrace; 
are you planning, once more 
to make me repent and regret insultingly ? 
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[38] 
XXXVI 


How long would you humiliate me ? 
Who doesn't escape 
committing whatever crimes ? 
But, when my turn comes, 
all the rules become tight. 


Taking shelter 
at the feet of such a big Lord, 
the noose of my fate 
does never unknot. 
Depending on you, if I'm drowned 
I know, | am ill-fated. 


Whom shall ! tell, 
who'll lessen my woes ? 
Whom should | appeal to 
when you make fun of me. 
The saviour becomes the killer 
and my time flows reverse. 
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[39 ] 
XXXVI 


Incomparable are your tricks. 
You divert me with cheap toys. 


No more will your plans work on me; 
understood i've all your cunning. 


Lived !'ve upto al! your clumsy dealings 
seeing new pretences day after day. 
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[40 ] 
XXXIX 


Why more attachment ? 
Are you not satisfied ? 
Being a dwarf, | aspired to fetch the moon, 
but running in vain, gasping 
like the rabbit heipless. 


Mistaken ! ran to catch 
the shadow, thinking it reat; 
when | was about to grasp 

it vanished from hand. 

As a fool ! stood gazing. 
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[41] 
XL 


You cannot deceive me any more, 
cunning I've become being cheated time and again. 


Your perfidy has come to light; 
my path I'll lose never more. 
The straight way I've chosen, 

I'm acquainted with all the paths, 
nothing is left to know of your tricks. 


Blindfold, I'm walking along, 
straight wherever the mind bids, 
O my friend, O life's companion, 

do stay at my back 
to lift me up 
when | get tired. 
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[42] 
XLI 


Want | not thy compassion 
O Abode of Kindness ! 
Thy blessings | want not, 
want I not thy boat of wealth 
to float over the ocean of pleasure. 


Sorrow is my friend for ever, 
want is my life’s partner, 
failure is my life's consolation, 
agony is my peace permanent, 
success - it's the great, great blunder. 


Give me O Lord ! the fire of sorrow 
to burn myself to ashes, 
bring me Death 
the Death that for me is the life-saving hymn. 
Remove all my ego and love of fame, 
end ali my hopes, 
put out the all-consuming desires 
from my mind screen. 
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[43] 
XLII 


The more Ili cling to you, 
the deeper you inflict sorrow. 
The closer I'Il be dogging you 

the further you move away. 


Alone you are my sole support, 
life I've surrendered at your feet; 
roaming where and with what face 

a new groom shall | embrace ? 


Save or not, ! never bother, 


never I'l] leave if you kick me out, 
let me die prostrate at your feet. 
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{44} 
XLII 


Art thou not satisfied yet ? 
Why harbour enmity then ? 
Thy tests never end 
testing me lifelong. 
Still, how long will it take 
my sins fo expiate ? 


Thou art Lord, the Lord of the poor. 
Hast thou forgotten this ? 
If you estrange yourself 
from this poor one, 
disrepute will come to thy name. 


Whichever way thou drag’st me on 
going I'm through that path. 
Why then fo the sheltered under thy feet 
comes misfortune at each step ? 
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{451 
XLIV 


When 1 fall down in trenches 
stretch you out your hand. 
When | tread on a wrong route, 
you lead me to the right path. 


Sometimes you make me weep, 
sometimes you make me Smile, 
you are constantly in a moody game. 
To-day what you give 
with stretched hand; 
to-morrow you Snatch it away. 


In weal and woe, 
in sorrow and pleasure alike 
You are with me always; 
without my knowledge, day and night 
you are pursuing me. 


Feed you me with your own hand 
and lull me to sleep in cradle; 
holding me in your lap, 
you fly me in the void some time 
and some time you drown me in water. 
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[46 ] 
XLV 


When | call you, O Dayanidhi,! 
you've come and stood by my side 
when | call you as Dinabandhu,? 
you've appeared before me. 


When I've called you in earnest, 
come O God, come once, 
hearing that ardent call 
you have come at once 
and removed my pain in no time. 


But, with mere names, O the Lord of Life, 
no one has become ever pleased, 
as the calls did not arise 
from the depth of the inner heart. 


So, when | called with heart open 
where are you O ! Dearest one, 
only then you've come running 

and taken me into your lap. 


1. The treasure of mercy. 
2. Friend of the poor. 
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{47] 
XLVI 


Your sorrows belong to your own life, 
all is yours, all is yours, 

your pleasures are in your own heart 
all is yours, al! is yours. 


All my feelings are your thoughts. 
Your form is all my limbs, 
you are the actor in your own action 
you are the broker in your world market, 
Your are the pilgrim in your pilgrimage, 
all is yours, all is yours. 


When your mind longs to smile 
you smile yourself in making me smile. 
Yours are the tears brimming from my eyes. 
All this | couldn't understand 
and suffered, thinking all mine. 
All I think mine is yours, all yours. 
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[48 ] 
XLVI 


Let all Thy desires be fulfilled, be fulfilied; 
let all my hopes, aspirations 
be shattered at Thy feet. 
Let the castle of my mind collapse. 


Let the flower buds of my hope fade: 
empty be my fair of this world, 
make an end to my life's play. 


Freeze my senses 
take away wife, wealth and children. 
With bowed head I'If obey Thy orders 
without showing any remorse. 
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149} 
XLVI 


When my flower fades away, 
it blooms in Thy garden. 
When my song comes to an end, 
it lives in the humming of Thy tune. 


When ! become tired, playing alone 
and in remorse put my harp in a corner, 
endless that cadence, comes in a wave 

and sounds itself to the tune of Thy pipe. 


Lakhs of worries of my defeated life 
bloom in Thy heart 
{like the blood-red hibiscus blossoms; 
the tears of my eyes 
stream like collect as oblation at Thy feet. 
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Unwanted you come of your own, 
but don’t show yourself when wanted. 
O the naughty one, all your talk 
seems pleasant to you alone. 


Why for nothing so much ado, 
Why so much of semblance, 
|! could not fathom it 
though brooded over and over. 


At your sweet will, you come and go 
but hide you in need. 
Of what avail 
is such fair-seeming sympathy ! 
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[51] 
L 


If in this world, Thou art 

the abode of blessings, 

why is my body stricken ~ 
with the three worldly sorrows ? 


is it that in Thy domain nobody suffers, 
then am 1! the only exception ? 
Am | destined to shed endless tears ? 


if I'm destined to bear the fruit of my action, 
then why shackled are my hands and legs ? 
If | don't have the rights of action, 
how should | be responsible for the fruit ? 
what sort of justice is this ! 
| ponder always. 
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[52] 
LI 


This night is long and overcast, 
Deeply rumbles the cloud, 
and heavily throbs my breast. 


Bright flashes the lightning, 
in expectancy shakes my heart. 
Is my life pariner coming indeed 

at the dead of this night ? 


Hissing is the rising wind, 
and pattering is the shower. 
With tears trickling down the eyes, 
and breath blowing fast, 
eagerness quickens the heart, 
and the body quivers frequently. 
| passed the night sitting awake, 
having spread the bed in vain. 
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[53] 
LH 


Make me mad, 
O my lunatic King. 
Dance !'ll naked 
and you'll clap in fun. 


Careless !'Il dance 
at my sweet will, 
ignoring the beats and measures. 
Hiding behind the screen, 
dub-a-dub you'll play the damaru*. 


Tired I've become 
waiting behind the gate; 
I'l] take a jump all at once 


flying the banner of freedom. 


* a small double-cone-like drum beaten by single hand 
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[54] 
LI 


Come thou, O the delight of my mind. 
Come, O the ever-revered one. 


Come, drenched in the fragrance ot flowers, 
Come, swinging in the gentle breeze, 
Come, dressed in the light of the moon, 
beguiled with the itunes of the flute, 
spreading the thrill around 
and swinging in rythm from side to side. 
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{55] 
LIV 


Think | cannot 
O, thou Omniscient, 
How could !'be here, 
had | no reliance on you. 


You rush in from nowhere to rescue 
when my boat sinks 
in the sea of despair 
missing the right route, 
engrossed in wordly cares. 
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[56] 
LV 


With what more desire do you come O, Friend, 
to-day at the end of this night ! 
You have taken all the offerings 
There's nothing left in the plate. 


Squeezing out ail my essence 
my heart has used it for your pleasure. 
Atl the flowers with folded hands 
consigned I've for you. 


All the tears, all the laughters 
all the songs and al! the cadences 
have | showered to the full, 
asking for nothing in exchange. 


If you are desirous stil!, 
if you are still insatiated, 
adorn me afresh like a new bride 
filling my heart with all the nine sentiments. 
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[57] 
LVI 


Why stay away, O, Friend, 
though coming near, why stay afar ? 
still you have not given up 
your naughty nature. 


All my firmness has collapsed, 
all hopes are gone. 
Why in vain do you increase the thirst 
if you want to get me humbled, 
| bid adieu to such love. 


If such love is not to be, O, Friend, 
let it not be. 
Stop here your showy goodness 
with soft buttered words. 


Bundled I've all the old books, 
all that useless love I've put an end to, 
fear | not any more O, Friend, 
since I’ve turned my heart to stone. 
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[58] 
LVI 


The moon-lit night glistens 
in this my fading flower garden; 
the heart starts quaking 
because my life partner is coming. 


Caressed by the wind of love 
my buds have started blossoming; 
dancing comes the breeze 
murmuring through the leaves; 
the cuckoo sings the welcome Song 
wildly in the Baula groves. 


So many things I've kept preserved 
in my heart over the ages. 
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[59 } 
LVI 


O sweet showers 
go on touching my fading heart. 


Mildly blows the anxious wind tonight 
carrying the odour of Neepa blossoms 
with melodies new; 
hissing is the silent night. 


Flashing in the lightning’s glittering smiles, 
Come dancing in rhythm O, my Friend. 
To-day for you rise 
new numbers in new rhymes. 
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{ 60 ] 
LIX 


Can | efface from mind, O dear, 
your face blooming and bright ? 
these thirsty eyes will be weeping 
for you day and night. 

Fell you from which paradise 
like a dew-drop of the dawn, 
having amused my mind for a moment, 
how do you remain hidden again ? 


You came did with the sweet fragrance 
of the soft Malay breeze, 
You came did through the oriole’s 
soft, sweet notes; 

Came you the charmer of the mind, 
delighter of emotions and burner of the heart; 
Came you as a guest for a short time 
and made me weep all through; 


You carried on your savoured chest 
diamond pieces studded with gold; 
unending showers of pleasant nectar 
filtered through love; 

O, untimely cuckoo, you came 
io set in here the untimely Spring; 
whoever did believe 
that you will have an untimely fiight ? 
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{61} 
LX 


Save me, © Lord of the universe, 
My boat is sinking 
the oar I've left, 
no hope is seen. 


Never have | prayed 
once even in dream, 
to-day 1 pray you 
because !’m in danger, 
darkness has overcome, 
the whirlpool is fast approaching. 


Swept I'm O, Lord 
unless you save me, 
none is capable to save 
other than you, 
breakers in rows come 
rushing to devour me. 
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[62} 
LXI 


Snatched you away all | had 
and curbed all my pride; 
slipped me down 
from the peak of hope, 
and rolied me on the ground. 


You deprived me of all 
and taught me to embrace 
the entire world as my own; 
You have gifted peerless wealth 
indeed in the hands of this unlucky man. 


Is this love, or pretence, 
derision or fun — 
that's beyond my ken. 
If you have so much attachment for me. 
Couldn't you find any other means ? 
(Here) you see the fun indifferently 
{There} you've initiated the encounter. 
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[63] 
LXII 


Slowly and slowly row my boat 
O Boatman, mad, moody and indifferent. 


Lazily lies down 
the lone moon-lit night, 
the fragrant breeze thrills the heart; 
who afar pipes 
what indistinct tune 
that makes my soul nestless? 


Through endless track 
over unfathomed water 
sail we two 
in this fragile boat. 
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[64] 
LEXI 


Adorn, © Lord, 
the domain of my heart 
dressed like a dancer 
and clad with flowers. 


In my heart does arise melody endless, 
the smell of Bakula makes me restless; 
let my flute of life play 
the mild sweet Hindo/ tune. 


The unruly breeze has swept away 
the bounds of caste, clan, fear and shame 
forgetting all pride, sensitiveness, 
I’ve spread the luxurious bed, 
all that I've preserved as my own 
to-day, O Lord, 

Pil surrender at thy feet, 
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[65] 
LXIV 


Wish a meeting with you once 

alone in calm, lone, solitude ! 

Would this mind's gap linger 
once we met face-to-face, eye-to-eye ? 


Unruly, unknown, the desire 
that remains hidden in the inmost recess, 
unspeakable yet unbearable, 
it consumes the heart. 


Sobs rise up again and again, 
and burst into tears when tried to stop; 
There would be the understanding 
If only the two eye-lines meet. 
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[66] 
LXV 


Truly have you forshaken me, O ! Lord of my life, 
tired have become my eyes 
waiting for you endlessly. 


Like lightning, once he flashed 
in my dazed eyes 
with love and thrill, 
his image I’ve stored 
drawn in my heart. 


Offering at his feet all my pride, 
selected I’ve 
the state of the destitute, 
possessing only the memory of that day. 
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[ 67} 
LXVI 


| wished to tell, but could not, 
inside the heart remain the agonies of my heart. 


To tell him in loneliness 
sat | watchful althrough the night 
out of shame the wearied eyes 
came to close. 


The moment that image 
came to the vision 
silently overflowed 

this heart full to the brim. 


In that spell, O Dear, 


| tose the tink of thought; 
in shame the head roils at your feet. 
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{ 68] 
LXVII 


Full of music Thou art 
full of music. 
Sing Thy glory 
the roaring of the clouds, 
the leaping of the ocean 
the warning of the speedy winds. 


Destroying the dark 

of griefs and sorrows 
sounds always 

Thy charming pipe, 

Thy unbeaten music 

flowing in gentleness 

lives on unending, undiminished 

in every heart. 
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[69] 
LX VIII 


O Handsome, 
meet me your betrothed beloved 
in my bower; 
with moon-light is brimming over 
my endless sea. 


The flow tide has come, 
and broken the shackles, 
and opened my door. 


Sound the drums loud breaking 
the oceanic waves, 
and cadences rise 
vibrating the strings of my harp. 
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[76] 
LXIX 


O Friend, 
after so many days 
it comes to your mind, 
while with sleepless eyes. 


I've bemoaned my entire life 
The bower of creepers 
is enriched with flowers, 
the spring of nectar 
is about to overflow. 


| know not with which hidden tune 
in dreamland disappears my heart 
forgetting myself; 
my life breaks down today, 
with unknown anxiety 
and my harp makes odd sounds. 
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[71} 
LXX 


Know 1 not how to sing, 
unknown to me are the systems 
of music and knowledge of rythms. 


| sing to relax the mind, 
but my singing is mere shamelessness; 
one's head will ache 
to hear my numbers. 


In me hums my song 
its cadence absorbs the heart, 
| sing to myself, and hear it myself, 
and hearing become mad. 
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[721 
LXXI 


In half-dark shadow of dream 
his image comes floating 
it disappears in the wink of an eye 
and again, appears clear. 


Slowly ... and slowly 
he smifes in the tears of my eye; 
sometimes he goes farther and farther 
and sometimes appears near. 


My heart starts trembling, 
confused, | can’t catch him 
in shame | can't 
look at his face, even at home. 
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[73] 
LXXII 


In vain ! search for you, 
O Friend, 
in vain | search for you; 
in heaven and air 
in the woods and water 
where you are 
1 fail to trace. 


Hearing the sound of your flute 
madly | run hither and thither 
but, all on a sudden, you vanish unnoticed 
when | feel I'm about to catch you. 


When being tired | fall asleep 
alone, with heart depressed, 
you come yourself within my heart; 
[ fail to understand 
what is this affair. 
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[741 
LXXIII 


What is this behaviour, O Guest, 
everyday you come to my door; 
with what hope you lie and sit 
the entire night ? 


A newly blossomed, a maiden | am 
know not the manners of others, 
why do you call me stretching your hand 
beckoning through smiling eyes? 


Fear do | being alone at home 
what's this you do, 
related or not, like a shameless man 
you force enter my home. 
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[751 
LXXIV 


Intent upon meeting, but couldn't see him once, 
tears dry up in the eyes, waiting for him. 


When, from where he comes, 
keeping himself hidden 
whispers in the ear many sweet words 
but, when { look up 
speedily like shadow he disappears. 


Heart always runs again and again 
to see how his image is, 
whose words are so sweet. 

Is he without shape 
or exists he simply in sound ? 
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[76] 
LXXV 


O Handsome, 
to-day with your touch 
pleasure showers in my temple. 
your cosmetics evoke new dream, 
the heart gets intoxicated at your fragrance. 


Come, O the sculpture of my imagination, 
carved with the illusion 
of many conscious dreams, 
hundreds of lotus bloom exquisite 
in the lake of my heart, 
rippled with your laughter. 


On the empty bank of Jamuna 
of my heart, thy anklets 
tinkle again and again, 

myriads of forgotten tunes 
revive once and again 
at thy flute’s sounds. 
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[77] 
LXXVI 


Come once, O Beggar of love, 
awake to the tune of love, 
set up the fair of love, 
decorate the boat of love 
and float it over the ocean of love. 


The entire world today 
is festive with love, 
in the life of man arise 
newer notions of love, 
the God of love appears 
before you with the adornment of love. 


(Now) surrender spontaneous at his feet 
and beg once the alms of love. 
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[78 } 
LXXVIH 


He went away whispering; 
what word, at the dead of the night, 
keeping his head on my chest ? 


His breath mixed with honey; 
what charm did it spell over me, 
that closed my eyes out of shyness ? 


Know not | his name and his home 
but, ever he is known to me 
So, his voice is known. 


The words he told 
I've forgotten. 
But, out of love, | bear 
he has given me 
the unforgettable pain 
under my bossom. 
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